
TheTragediiaf 
TIieymighthaiieliudetobeare,and he to tafte 
Their fruits of ducty :fupeifluous branches -i , , 7 

We loppe away, that bearing boughes may liuc: 

Had he done fo, hitnfelfe had borne the crowne* 

Which wafteof idle houres hath quite throwne downe, 

Man. What, thinke you the King fhall be depofed? 

Card. Depreft he is already, and depofde 
Tis doiibt he will be . Letters came laft night 
To a deare friend of the good Dukeof Yorkes, 

That tell blacke tidings. 

Queene Oh l atn preft to death through want of /peaking 
Thou old Adams likenefle fet to dreffe this garden, 

How dares thy harfh rude tong found this vnpleafing news? 
What Eue’what ferpent hath fuggefted thee 
Tomakcafecondfall ofeurfed man? 

Why doft thou lay king Richard is depofde? 

Darft thou thou little better thing than earth 
Diuinc his downefall? fay, where, when, and how, 

Canft thou by this ill tidings fpeake thou wretch# 

.Gard. Pardon me Madam, little ioy hauel 
To breathe this newes, yet w hat I lay is true: 

King Richard heisin themightie hold 
Of Bullingbrooke : their fortunes both are weyde 
In your Lo. fcalc is nothing but himle 'fe, 

And fome few vanities that make him light: 

But in the ballance ofgreat Bullingbrooke, 

Befides himfelfeare all the Enghfh peeres, 

And with that oddes he weighs King Richard downe } 

Poll you to London and you will find it fo, 

I fpeake no mote thaneuery one doth know. 

Queene Nimble Mifchanccthat arte lo light offoote, 
Doth not thy embaflage belong to me, 

And am I laft that knowes it# Oh thou thinkeft: 

To ferue me, laft that I may longcft keepe 
Thy forrow in my breaft : come Ladies gb 
T o mcete at London Londons king in wo; 

W hat, was 1 borne to this that my fad lookc , 

Should 


King KicharJ thefecond. 

Should grace the triumph of great Bullingbrooke# 

Gardner for telling me thefe newes of wo, 

Pray God the plants thou graftft may neuer grow. "Exit 
Curd. Poore Queene, fo that thy ftate might be no worfc, 
I would my Skill werefubiett torhy curfc: 

JHcre did fhe faftateare,here in this place 
lie fet a banke of Rew lowre hcarb of grace, 

Rew euen for ruth hecrc fhortly lhall be feene. 

In the remembrance of a weeping Queene. Exeunt. 

Enter ButtingbrookelOitb the Lords to parliament. 

Bull. Call forth Bagot. inter Bagot . 

Now Bagot, freely fpeake thy mind. 

What thou doeft know of noble Glbueefters death. 

Who wrought it with the King, and vvho peiformde 
The bloudy office of his timcles end. 

Bagot Then fet before my face the Lord Aumerle. 

Bull. Coufin, ftand foorth, and looke vpon tiiat man.' 
Bagot My Lord Aumerle, I know your daring tong 
Scornes to vnlay what once it hath delhrered. 1 ‘ (i - 
In thatdead time when Gloceftcri ideath Was plotted 
1 hcardyou lay, Is not my irrnc of length. 

That reacheth from the reftful Englifh court, ; 

As farre as Callice to mine vncles bead# 

Amongft much other talke that very time 
Iheard you fay, that you had rather refufe 
The offer of an hundred thoufand crownes. 

Then Bullingbrookes rcturne to England, adding withall, 
How blcft this land would be inthisyour cofins death. 

o4um. Princes and noble Lords, 

What anfwcr fhall 1 make Co this bafe man? 

Shall I (b much difhonour my faire ftarres 
On equall termes to giue them chafticcment? 

Either I muft, or haue mine honour fbild 
With the attainder of his flaunderous lippes* 

Then* is my gage,.ths manual feale of death? 




